to John.    Because a month or two after she became his
mistress, she went mad.
Just three weeks were needed to transform the
mother I knew into somebody strange and different and
almost terrifying. At first I only noticed that she was
unable to sleep and had become very quiet. Before she
was always chattering to me; it was impossible for her
to keep her thoughts from tumbling into words. Now
it seemed as if some irresistible internal magnet was
drawing her eyes and her thoughts within. When she
did talk it was at night and to herself, getting up from
bed and shuffling irresolutely about the flat, as if hunt-
ing for something lost whose what as well as whose
where was forgotten, keeping up a perpetual muttering
monotone, as though afraid that someone big and power-
fill would overhear her should she raise her voice. Then
she got it into her head that the plants and flowers,, of
which the rooms were full, had a hidden enmity to her.
If she touched one, she thought, something would spring
out at her. Very softly and methodically she set about
conjuring their menace, tiptoeing about sprinkling
household spice round the roots and the bulbs in all the
pots. Then she was seized with a craving for noise.
She would sit at the piano for minutes together and
beat it with her fist. Had I understood what was
happening, I might have been really frightened. As
it was, I felt only puzzled and resentful. I wished I
could shake her and tell her not to be so silly. The
last night before she was taken away, my mother told
me when I came back from school to take off my clothes
and go and sit in the bath and I should turn into a fish.
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